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Introduction 


ARTWORK BY WIRROW 
Dear Readers, 


“| hope that one day you will all 
experience war”, was the baffling 
request made by Shoppinghour 
editor and dear friend Yasushi in 
a recent talk he gave. Insofar as 
war is an everyday reality of this 
world, it is our responsibility to 
experience it. 


Our philosophy, stemming from such notable 
thinkers as David Hume, Annette Baier, 
Richard Rorty and Zygmunt Bauman, is that 
experience, and not information, shapes our 
knowledge of the world. Perhaps we can all 
recall moments in our life when, though a 
certain experience had been explained to us 
in detail, and though we had viewed films 
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and read books about it too, our actual 
firsthand sentience of it shocked us because 
of how different and real it actually was; and, 
in return, we realized how inaccurate all the 
other mediums were. This, in my view, is the 
case of all feelings; above all, love. 


Most information mediums function using 
symbolically limited generalizations (‘clues’ 
or ‘hints’ one might say) made 
communicable to the widest possible 
audience. Practical language aims at 
describing the effects, functions and 
possible causes of different experiences as 
efficiently as possible; and we can see how 
this blends in seamlessly with our scientific 
Western heritage. Using Darwinian 
frameworks, for example, we strive to ‘put 
everything in place’, and organize experience 
in ‘rational’ Evolutionary terms. 


SH — Introduction 


Personally, | consider this to be no different 
from attempting to explain experience in 
terms of God's Will. 


So, we take, for example, a child in the midst 
of war, and we say, “The child is afraid for 
its life and family because missiles are being 
fired at it.” The term “afraid” is descriptive 
of the effect we’re observing; the phrase 
“for its life and family” gives us the function 
scientifically associated to the effect; and 
the conclusion “because missiles are being 
fired at it” provides us with a possible cause 
that supposedly triggered the function and 
lead to the effect. 


Somehow, we have come to think that such 
information is enough to capture an 
experience. On a scientific, hypothetical, 
basis, it is enough; and it is, without doubt, 
very useful for understanding, preventing or 
encouraging different experiences. But, if we 
are to maintain humanity, tolerance and 
empathy for one another, it should only be 
considered secondary to the actual 
experience itself. These are my reasons: 


First, experience is singular to the subject 
and different for every individual. What is 
irrational for one may be completely rational 
for another. We should not, and cannot, 
classify feelings and beliefs under one 
framework; for then we limit our own 
freedom to feel individually and, in doing so, 
limit others by being inflexible and unwilling 
to tolerate or listen to them insofar as they 
don’t ‘fit’ our frameworks. And if we do, we 
patronize and belittle them. 


Second, we take many experiences for 
granted and trivialize our understanding of 
such profound and rea/ experiences as war 
and love; making us complacent in our 
responsibility to seek out experiences and 
really know them for ourselves. The result 
is wide scale cynicism. Statements such as 
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“love is nothing but a bunch of impulses 
sent to our brain for the larger-scale survival 
of our species” organize individuals as 
‘statistics’ or ‘parts’ under predefined and 
allegedly greater predictable systems, with 
the end result of loss of individual meaning 
and diminished freedom of creative being. 
Yasushi’s previous hope, for most of us, will 
never be. His words, a moment of pensive 
frustration: how may we approach an 
engagement with the pain of those who 
suffer? 


Third, our freedom to be unpredictable and 
‘irrational’ is what espouses our creativity 
and capacity for open minded observation. 
A child, for example, will allow itself to 
believe in an endless array of possibilities 
with equal respect. It will not judge too 
quickly, it will doubt frameworks, and hence, 
it may risk its life, or even its sanity, amongst 
many dangerous possibilities. It may, for 
example, swallow a piece of plastic, or think 
it can fly. Yet, though we prefer to avoid 
such dangers, staying safe and boxed in our 
predictable frameworks of tranquility, this is 
precisely the danger and risk we must seek if 
we want to be genuinely creative. And all of 
us, according to the definition of creativity 
I'm using, are artists seeking to creatively 
mould a firsthand experience of the world for 
ourselves. In this sense, the definition of 
“artist” will always belong to the definition 
of “human being”. 


What defines our humanity is not the 90% 
which has already been explained to us, but 
the unexplained 10% which we struggle to 
explain for ourselves. As we present you with 
the Conflict Issue we plead with you: the 
unexplainable is where poetry and art begin, 
where the soul of humanity resides, and 
here, to us, they shall always remain. 


SH 
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Peter Eramian Founding Editor 

Born in Nicosia, Cyprus, 1984. Peter enjoys pasting 
and experimenting with film footage from different 
eras. Specifically, he is fascinated by cult disaster 
films. He studied his BA in fine art and history of art at 
Goldsmiths and has just finished his MA in philosophy 
at Birkbeck. Currently, Peter is also a collaborative 
editor for Nakedpunch Review journal. His research 
interests lie in capturing the value of the arts and 
culture for societal and individual sentimental growth. 
peter_eramian@yahoo.co.uk 
www.petereramian.com 


Yasushi Tanaka-Gutiez Founding Editor 

Born in London, 1984. After a dismal attempt at trying 
to become a world renowned bioengineer, Yasushi 
turned to sociology and cultural theory at Goldsmiths 
where he found much beauty and relevance in the 
study of society. He is currently pursuing a PhD in 
Cultural Sociology at Yale with emphasis on post- 
symbolic sentimentality. yxtanakagutiez@gmail.com 


Suzie Saw Fiction and Poetry Editor 

Suzie was born in 1980 in Reading, UK, and grew up 
on the Isle of Wight, where she romanticized London 
for a decade before moving there to study English Lit 
& Visual Culture in 1999. She has a tendency to see 
patterns everywhere, which can get a bit much 
sometimes, but never tires of: music, written words, 
maps, the sky, good films, going fast, that moment of 
sudden comprehension, crossing the Thames, being 
out at night, William Gibson, or ee cummings. She is 
currently investigating: Imagism, the space within data, 
how to listen, positive futurism, antonyms for cynicism, 
and Street Fighter IV. suzie.saw@gmail.com 


Chris Boyd Art and Image Editor 

Born in Warrington, Uk, 1983. He creates unique 
videos combining exquisite painterly outpourings with 
hallucinatory animation and live action. Boyd has 
directed award winning, innovative moving image work 
across a spectrum of both commercial and non- 
commercial strands of the visual arts. He won the Big 
Art Challenge UK Art Prize, a 6 part series on channel 
5 where he was labeled a genius by art critic Brian 
Sewell. In 2005 Boyd contributed to 40 artists 40 
Days, a special Tate Britain project supporting 
London's Olympic bid that brought the Games to 
Britain in 2012. Boyd's practice combines passionate 
explorations of colour and expressionism, which are 
both inspiring and frightening in their intensity that 
display preoccupations with the complex 
interrelationships with technology and the multiple 
dimensions of the existential self. These hallucinatory 
shorts attempted to redefine liminal thresholds, 
subjective barriers and metaphysical territories. 
boydism@hotmail.com, www.qboyd.com, 
chrisboydism.blogspot.com 
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Ania Miciriska Art and Image Editor 

Ania graduated in 2009 from BA Fine Art and Art 
History at Goldsmiths College. In her doings she is 
happily torn between producing image/time based 
work and entering the so-called curatorial world. She 
is also torn between several countries, being a 
resident of Poland, UK, and soon also France. Ania is 
inclined to that which is funny and sad, childlike and 
serious, material and surreal at the same time. 
anna.micinska@googlemail.com 


Piero Di Biase Art Director and Designer 

Born in Tolmezzo (North Italy), 1975. He is a self- 
taught Graphic Designer. After some basic graphic 
design courses, he started working for a printing 
company, and then in 2001 for a big design agency in 
Udine. In 2004 he moved to London to follow some 
Typography short courses at Central Saint Martins. In 
2005 he moved back to Italy where he began his 
freelance career and started teaching Graphic Design. 
His work has been published in Design Magazines and 
books (Rojo Magazine, De Fish magazine, Italic 2.0, 
Linea Grafica, Spaghetti Grafica Bis). He works 
together with graphic designer, typographer and 
photographer Alberto Moreu. 

www.pierodibiase.it 


Katy Maravala Marketing and Distribution 

a burning star. a degree. big eyes. a traveller. her 
emotional response to everything is to stick her head 
out of the window, and YEEEELL. interests range from 
anything french, to the mafia, and end in complete 
self-destruction. Katy has also recently set up her own 
fanzine called, Alas | Cannot Swim - featuring 
illustraters, writers, trouble makers and heart breakers 
from all over the country. She is fluid moving fire. 
She's like a spirit stuck into a form that would not hold 
her. Her hair is black and silken and moves and whirls 
about as does her body. Her spirit is either very high 
or very low. There is no in between with Katy. Some 
say she is crazy. The DULL one's say that. The dull 
one's would never understand her. To the men she 
simply seems a sex machine and they didnt care 
whether she was crazy or not. And Katy danced and 
flirted, kissed the men, but except for an instance or 
two. When it came time to make it with Katy, she had 
somehow slipped away, eluded the men. People 
accuse her of not using her mind enough, but she has 
spirit and mind. When people hurt either in spirit or in 
flesh, she always feels a deep grieving for them. Her 
mind is simply different; her mind is simply not 
practical. She has a temper that comes close to 
insanity; she has a temper that some call insanity. 
katy.maravala@sunderland.ac.uk 
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Ana Noble 

is interested in the happy union between 
performative architecture, education and film all 
bleeding into each other through circus magic. 

She is a recent Fine Art & Art History graduate from 
Goldsmiths who, after hot Eastern travels, is currently 
working on a Mini Balkanski Tourist Circus, expecting 
it will tour all the way to San Francisco where she will 
pursue an MA in Chicano-Hispanic studies. 
Eventually seeking to marry pedagogy with circus 
magic.www.ananoble.com 


Antonis Balasopoulos 

teaches at the University of Cyprus. 

He has taught at the University of California, Santa 
Cruz and been a research fellow at Princeton 
University and an Institute Faculty at Dartmouth 
College. His research interests include utopian 
literature, geography and the production of space, 
colonialism and postcoloniality, and visual culture, 
and his most recent work has turned increasingly 
toward the question of political theory and 
philosophy. He also writes creatively on occasion at 
http://radicaldesire.blogspot.com 


Baret Yacoubian 

was born on March 11th 1981 in Nicosia, Cyprus. He 
has spent most of his life there save for travels 
through Europe and university in London. He began 
writing poetry as a child until he was twenty at which 
point he shifted his attention to prose. At twenty-four 
he published his first novel Avalo (2005) which was a 
success and became the subject of many 
newspapers, magazines, literary journals and radio 
shows. The book expounded Yacoubian's notion of 
the disembodied youth of his generation on the 
island of Cyprus and the energy it portrayed as a 
tireless and utterly chaotic disintegrating force. The 
story is set to the music scene of Cyprus in the early 
years of the new millennium. Yacoubian then 
completed an unpublished short story collection 
entitled ‘Dreams, Visions & Fragments’ from which 
stories were submitted to local art and culture 
magazines. Yacoubian is currently working on a 
second novel entitled ‘Immersion’ and still lives in his 
home town Nicosia, Cyprus. 


David Hawkins 

is an attempted poet, writer, musician and naturalist. 
Originally from Bristol, he now dwells between east 
London and west Wales. 


John Hutnyk 

is Professor of Cultural Studies at Goldsmiths 
University of London and author of several books, 
including "Bad Marxism", "Critique of Exotica" and 
"The Rumour of Calcutta". He writes occasional 
prose at http://hutnyk.wordpress.com 
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Mario Menelaou 

is a law student and he has been for many years. He 
believes that love, fairness, justice, and freedom are 
more than words, they are perspectives. 


Mika Hayashi Ebbesen 

became involved with the Shoppinghour Evenings of 
Delight six months after arriving in London, 

fulfilling a passion for curation & the thoughtful 
exploration of other artists’ work. She is currently 
setting up a new series of events titled Duration: 
London (www.durationlondon.com) under the art 
collective The Loose Play Atari which she started 
with artist Amanda Wasielewski. With interests in 
contemporary performance, environmental 
awareness, religious philosophy and gender politics, 
Mika graduated from Oberlin College '07 (Ohio, 
USA) with a self-declared title of "aspiring artist". She 
is currently working for writer/sculptor Liliane Lijn & 
photographer Norbert Schoerner, as well as looking 
for ways to consolidate & express the recurrent 
theme of "suspension" in her own artwork. 


Qalandar Bux Memon 

is a lecturer in Politics at Forman Christian College, 
Lahore, and founding editor of Naked Punch. 
www.nakedpunch.com 


Shai Dromi 

is a grad student at the Department of Sociology of 
Yale University. He has just finished, barely, his MA in 
sociology at the Hebrew University of Jerusalem. His 
research interest is the relationship between 
spectatorship, emotions and moral judgment. 


Wirrow 

is a freelance illustrator/animator and a part time 
lecturer at Middlesex university in London. He likes: 
flickering lights, hand surfing out of car windows, 
drawing games, imperfect singing voices, writing tiny 
stories and messaging them to random phone 
numbers, old wallpaper patterns, creating 
mythological worlds within existing boring 
environments, rosy cheeks, smell of old books, hiding 
trinkets for people to find, swapping things, making 
lists. 

www.wirrow.com 
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Antonis 
Balasopoulos 


TWO Poems 


* SELF-TRANSLATED 
FROM THE GREEK ORIGINAL 
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SH Antonis Balasopoulos 


Thessaloniki, March 1943 


Much was the blood those mornings promised. 
So much that the poppies at the railroad station 
gave up their color in shame 
and the imperial mantles of the Byzantines 
lost their wind and surrendered 
to the mercies of moth and dust. 
So much that the lambs 
put their own throats to the knife 
lest they could salvage her honor, 
while, lying in the beds of butchers 
she was dreaming, the fool, 
of Zeus kidnapping her to safety. 


Cleio, pale lover, I know not what you are asking 
nor how to give it to you. 
You frighten me. 
Your every drawer hides corpses 
and on your dresses there bloom 
like yellow patches of dirt 
the identification cards, the birth certificates 
cloth stars in the galaxy of perdition 
the names 
dragged, as if by a mythic tentacle 
from the murky depths of death 
every name the cipher of disaster 
every name the calling card of crime 
Joseph, Abraham, Moses, Sara, Emma, 
Baron Hirsch street, Birkenau, Auschwitz... 


There is no more space. 

Like bodies in the wagons 

the words are crammed 

and out of breath. 

The dead flood the streets 

with the frozen breath of Vardaris 
inspite of all this time 

inspite of all this Spring. 
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SH — Poetry 


Enemies 

Keep your friends close 
and your enemies closer 
they say. 

We’ re close alright. 


Between us, there’s no air. 

Your breath makes an overdraft on mine. 
I cast a wilting shadow on your smile. 
Our fit is tight 

the way the fit between 

the throat of the lamb 

and the beak of the hawk 

is tight. 


We’re enemies. 

Meticulous like learning 

is our hatred. 

Precise our forms of disregard. 
Tender the nurture of our spite. 
Thorny the flowers that we grow. 


I marvel at the symmetry that binds us. 


Severe it is, like that 
between two friends. 
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SHOPPINGHOUR /ESSAYS 
WORDS BY 


John 


Hutnyk 


Narco-Analysis 


“Dirty needles, 
guilt and 
melancholia 

- time perhaps _ 
to lift the lid 
off this (La)C 
of worms, 
and get back 
to work...” 


Narco-analysis, by John Hutnyk 


Dave Boothroyd’s book “Culture On 
Drugs” (2007) is a sound and entertaining 
read, and is just as much a carefully argued 
account of the influence of various 
substances on theory and theorists across a 
wide field - Freud and Cocaine, Benjamin and 
Hashish, Sartre and hallucinogens - as it is a 
commentary on, and plea for, a narco-analytic 
turn in culture theory. Good. All the way 
through the book there were important 
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questions raised and important answers 
offered - and experimental writing is approved 
here and there (but perhaps not adopted in 
the text as much as might be anticipated). 

All that said however, | think there 
was something held back...for example, | 
expected something on Marx and the opium 
wars: old beardo advocated that the Chinese 
not prohibit homegrown manufacture of the 
stuff so as to thereby undermine the East 


SH — Essays 


India Company’s efforts to force their trade 
advantage via Indian producers. So basically 
Marx comes out in favour of legalising Class 
As! And while | think | would have preferred - 
or is it that | fear - an extended treatment of 
Sartre’s experiences with amphetamine 
sulphate (those huge books on Flaubert, more 
on Flaubert than Flaubert wrote himself), | do 
appreciate Dave's attempt to cover all the 
bases in an even handed way. Especially 
when he works through the Freudian cocaine 
versions. Freud as experimenter and 
advocate; Freud as liberated by use; Freud as 
promoter. 

But it was weird to be reading this 
text just a day after writing out my own notes 
for a piece on Irma’s injection as mentioned 
by Slavoj Zizek in his little starter book on 
Lacan. Irma’s story - Freud’s first dream 
analysis - is cited in an admittedly perfunctory 
way by Zizek in order to explain Lacan’s 
contribution to Freud’s insight that the 
melancholic is ‘not aware that he has lost the 
lost object’ as a realization [by Lacan] that it 
is not an inability to mourn a loss, so much as 
a loss of desire for an object that he may still 
possess, but which has lost its efficiency, that 
governs melancholia. 

This might have been a great 
opportunity to consider Freud’s own 
melancholia and mourning in relation to the 
Irma dream. And here there is much more to 
be said about the figure of Ernst von Fleischl- 
Marxow [somehow Dave leaves out the 
second part of his hyphenated surname]. It is 
this E-v-F-M to whom Freud had 
recommended the ‘superdrug’ cocaine in 
large quantities, as a substitute for morphine, 
which Ernst then took in large intravenous 
injections and became more dependent upon 
the marching powder than on the M he was 
into in the first place. So much into it that he 
died of related complications of the 
substitution (or what could be caled a 
‘speedball’ syndrome, thanks uncle bill). All so 
far just a footnote... but what if the guilt 
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Freud exhibits in relation to the faulty 
diagnosis of Irma’s injection in the dream that 
founds psychoanalysis (in The Interpretation 
of Dreams Irma has pride of place) were to 
be read in relation to the later guilt (some 80 
or so pages later) that Freud reports in a 
footnote in relation to Fleischl-Marxow’s 
death? We are familiar with displacements in 
the dream work, so why not here find the 
symptomatic explanation of Irma in the text of 
the dream book itself, and Freud's feelings of 
responsibility for having introduced his (ten 
years) older colleague to the drug that would 
allegedly kill him - though it was more likely to 
have been a dirty needle, as also noted in 
relation to the diagnosis of Irma herself. 
Perhaps | am not expressing this well, but | 
would be lying if | did not share a little in the 
melancholia of having read Dave’s book, seen 
mention of E-v-F-M, and yet not seen the 
connections laid out as clearly as they so 
seemed to me when we read (thanks Carrie, 
Nicola, Atticus, Miriam, Saul) the 
Interpretation in our reading group back in 
2001 (on its 100th anniversary). It could be 
that Freud’s loss of his colleague is one he 
can only admit via a displacement in a dream 
that forces itself down Irma’s neck. Indication 
- that Irma should be prescribed some of that 
very same acetate. 

So, narco-analysts to be deployed - 
the deflection of Irma into the text of Lacan 
deflects once again a forensic investigation 
that would explain both Freud’s interest in 
injections and Irma’s throat, and might lay 
some blame where blame might-maybe-ought 
to lie. Dirty needles, guilt and melancholia - 
time perhaps to lift the lid off this (La)Can of 
worms, and get back to work... 


Boothroyd, Dave 

2007 Culture on Drugs Palgrave 

Freud, Ziggy 

1901 The Interpretation of Dreams IAP 2009 
Zizek, Slavoj 

2007 How to Read Lacan New York W.W.Norton 
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David Hawkins 


Equitable 
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SH — Poetry 


An Equitable Life 


Once upon a time there was 

a storm in a teacup,/ a typhoon in a kettle 

hurricane in boiling urn/ earth-worrying maelstrom in cauldron 
shaking tectonic plates like a pile of loosely stacked crockery. 
We wiped our eyes and braved the tempest, 

tipped all vessels out to watch the flux 

of steam rise, whisper upside-down rainbows, 

then lose its colour in the vagaries of sky. 


An obvious thing to look at - the sky - 

so big and changeable, by turns 

making you wet then dry, blowing 

hot and cold: Siroccos and Sou'westerlies 

to tickle the beards of wise men (weathervanes 
for the forces of global mass capitalismo) 
who, when faced with binary, stretch 
themselves into aerodynamic 1s 

or jump the through the hoops of O-hours. 


Greyscale basking sharks 

loom on that plankton of numbers, 

threatening in shape 

but soft-mouthed when it comes to it, 

they lie parallel parked in rugged waves, 
hoping to trigger our instincts 

but knowing it’s not possible to ascribe agency 
to a yellow number chain. 


I flatter myself on knowing the difference 
between ones and zeros; 

"Having a gun doesn't make you a hero.' 
When crosses and noughts fill up the grid 
we draw another one, start again, 

as our ancestors did... and counting. 
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SH Ania Miciriska 


SHOPPINGHOUR /ART 
ARTWORKS BY 
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SH Qalandar Bux Memon 


SHOPPINGHOUR /ESSAYS 


Qalandar Bux 
Memon 


A Love 
Renounced 


A Love Renounced, by Qalandar Bux Memon 


Come let us ask all oppressed souls 
To give voice to their wounds 

Our secret is not merely ours 

Let’s share it with the entire world 
Sahir Ludhianvi 


If one were to believe the aestheticians of the west it would seem that the Third 
world (that is, Africa, Latin American and Asia) would have nothing to offer by way of 
Philosophy or Philosophy of art. If attention is paid to these countries’ contribution to 
philosophy, it is located deep in the recesses of history — that time of tribal art and tam- 
tam’'s, of Sanskrit text and craved rocks. There has been and continues to be a 
philosophical disenfranchisement of the Third world. During the colonial period this was 
natural. Conquest required the othering of the terrain that was to be invaded; with it the 
‘writing over’ (to use Fanon’s phrase) of African, Latin American, and Asian history, people 
and philosophy. They had to be turned into beasts and placed outside history. How else 
could their subjugation be justified? It follows quite naturally that a group of beasts could 
not possibly have philosophy or think conceptually. However, even after de-colonialization 
the philosophical disenfranchisement of the Third world continues in the West. Che, a 
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revolutionary political leader and political thinker, has been turned into an image for the 
catharsis of teenage angst; Fanon is reduced to the absurdities of post-colonial and 
literature departments; likewise, CLR James and Aime Ceasaire; Nyerere does not even 
make a footnote in political philosophy and Nkrumah is reduced to the tried and trusted 
paradigm of a ‘failed statesperson’ - but certainly not a thinker! And so the field is left for 
our Nozicks and Rawls, Foucault’s and Derrida’s. 

Yet, in the Third World there always is philosophy. And more often then not it is 
born of resistance to colonialism itself - and today the post-colonial form of US 
imperialism. Here briefly, | chart the rise of the Progressive Writers movement and ideas 
that it generated and generates in South Asia 


The birth of progressive poetry 


The Progressive Writers Association [henceforth, PWA] began life in a Chinese 
restaurant in 1934, in London. Indian intellectuals gathered over dinner where Sajjad 
Zaheer circulated the one page draft docu ment that, once polished with the advice of 
intellectuals in India, was to form the manifesto of the PWA. Here | want to outline two of 
their aims. Namely, their resistance to imperialism and feudalism and related to this their 
‘aesthetics of the people’. 

The manifesto states that in a time when ‘radical changes are taking place in Indian 
society’ and yet ‘the spirit of reaction’ though ‘moribund and doomed to ultimate decay, is 
still operative and making desperate efforts to prolong itself’, the writers duty is to ‘give 
expression to the changes taking place in Indian life and to assist in the spirit of progress in 
the country’. In his autobiography, Roshnai, Sajjad Zaheer elaborates, he writes, ‘it was our 
desire to enhance the kind of culture and literature that would promote the freedom 
seeking, enlightened, scientific, and rational leanings of the diverse races that inhabit our 
vast homeland... we wished to end the poisonous effects of superstition and religious 
hatred that stemmed from outdated era of feudalism, because they are the ideological 
foundations of imperialistic and feudal power’. Poetics provided the arena for change. 

Progressive writers made culture a realm of resistance to British imperialism and 
later American imperialism. Indeed, Zaheer notes that British imperialist sponsored culture 
aimed to ‘implant in the minds of all Indians the certainty that Englishmen were superior to 
them in every way, and that the British rule over India was not only appropriate and 
legitimate, but it was also a blessing from God’. Zaheer has a telling list of those who 
were ‘sponsored’ to propagate such ideas, besides government and semi-government 
schools and colleges, these views were promoted by ‘Christian missionaries, paid 
mullahs, pundits, government officials, potentates, big landowners’ and those ‘whose 
livelihood was controlled by British capitalists and their institutions’. He goes on in his 
analysis, ‘the imperialists encouraged and tried to continue those traditions and ideas 
which contributed to discord and distance between different religious, sectarian, and 
racial groups, and which promoted superstition, fatalism and other feelings of 
helplessness’. The imperialists, in order to rule, had to keep the Indian people, ‘spiritually 
and mentally paralyzed, disunited, and [thus] enslaved’. A challenge to the sponsored 
culture then was seen as one prerequisite to gaining independence and beginning the 
process of decolonialisation and with it progress. In this respect the Progressive writers 
were not alone. The Negritude movement led by poets such as Aime Ceasaire and 
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Senghor and the Harlem renaissance also aimed to counter colonial discourses as a way 
of challenging imperialism and preparing the way for independence. Edward Said has 
noted that just as discourse/culture prepares one nation for conquest of another 
(imperialism) likewise culture also prepares the grounds for independence. To put it 
simply, until the discourse of inferiority was not overcome by the Indian people the British 
rule would continue. 

To challenge feudalism, fatalism, imperialism, to repose confidence in peasants 
and workers, to promote the best in indigenous culture and history the progressives set 
out what we may call a ‘aesthetics of the people’. The manifesto states that they wished 
to, ‘rescue literature and other arts from the priestly, academic and decadent classes in 
whose hands they have degenerated so long; to bring the arts into the closest touch with 
the people; and to make them the vital organs which will register the actualities of life, as 
well as lead us to the future’.It goes on, ‘we believe that the new literature of India 
[Pakistan] must deal with the basic problems of our existence today - the problems of 
hunger and poverty, social backwardness and political subjugation’. Indeed, Sahir 
Ludhianvi puts it well when he states, ‘the art that doesn’t reach the poor, has not 
achieved its potential’ [fan jo naadaar tak nahin pahuncha, apne meyaar tak nahin 
pahuncha]. And it is in this context that we must read Jalib’s famous poem Dastoor: 


A lamp that sheds light only on palaces, 
That caters to the whims of a chosen few 
That flourishes in the shadow of compromise 
This system, this light starved morning 

| do not accept! | do not know! 


Beauty Recast 


The agenda for this aesthetics was set by the renowned short story writer Munshi 
Premchand of Benares. Premchand was courted by Zaheer and Faiz Ahmad Faiz (who 
headed the Punjab chapter of the Association) to preside over as president of the first All 
India Conference of the Progressive Movement. The conference was held in Lucknow two 
years after the draft manifesto had been circulated. Premchand’s speech is a landmark in 
aesthetics of the Third World. Its central theme is the desire to recast beauty and love. 
Premchand famously stated, ‘we will have to change the standard of beauty’ [Hamen husn 
ke meyaar badalne honge]. He went on to tell the gathered writers, ‘if you cannot see 
beauty in a poor woman whose perspiration flows as, laying down her sleeping child on a 
mound along the field, she works in the field, then, it is your own vision that is to blame. 
For, behind those wilted lips and withered cheeks reside sacrifice, devotion, and 
endurance’. This is a historical shift. Not only must writers, for Premchand, no longer serve 
the elite as had Ghalib and other court poets but they must side with the people and their 
struggles. Beauty in turn is no longer to be seen in the ‘poetic ecstasy and sighing over the 
coyness, perverseness, and vanity of the fair sex’ but in the sweat strained brow of 
workers and peasants. Love was to no longer be directed at a single beloved. Instead, the 
beloved are the workers and peasants and those who fight with them for a fairer society. 
Faiz’s poem, Don’t ask me, my love, for that love again’ [Mujh say Pehli see Mohbat 
meray], embodies the ideals that were set out by Premchand. | present it in full below: 
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That which was ours, my love, 

Don't ask me for that love again, 

but there were other sorrows, comforts 

other than love. 

The rich had cast their spell on history: 

Dark centuries had been embroidered 

on brocades and silks. 

Bitter threads began to unravel before me 

As | went into alleys and in open markets 

Saw bodies plastered with ash, bathed in blood. 

| saw them sold and bought, again and again. 

This too deserves attention. | can’t help but look back 

When | return from those alleys - what should one do? 

And you still are so ravishing - what should | do? 

There are other sorrows in this world, 

Comforts other than love. 

Don't ask me, my love, for that love again. 

Grudgingly, the poet had to turn away from the old beloved and towards the 
collectivity of the people [the true beloved] and the struggle against, | quote Premchand, 
‘capitalism, militantism, and elitism’. Further, Premchand advised that the writer not be 
‘satisfied with creating on paper, but will create a system that will not be incompatible 
with beauty, good taste, dignity, and humanity’. Here it should be noted that Faiz, Jalib, 
Faraz, Zaheer and others broke with the old mould of the court poets and were active 
members and organizers of left wing political parties. Premchand ended his address with 
the following words: 

On our touchstone, only that literature will be judged genuine which embodies 
thought, the desire for freedom, the essence of beauty, the spirit of progress, and the 
light of reality; the literature that will produce movement, restlessness, and a tumult within 
us, that will not put us to sleep... 

Such aesthetics is again demanded. Feudalism, militanism, imperialism and with 
them the continuation of obscurantist ideas are vested in Pakistan. Economic and social 
inequality is rampant - government estimates put those living below the poverty line at 
around 40 per cent. The colonial structures of power, today in the hands of our political 
elite, continue to exploit the majority of the people. To rephrase Zaheer, ‘Landlords 
implant in the minds of all peasants/worker the certainty that Landlords are superior to 
them in every way, and that their wealth and rule over them was not only appropriate and 
legitimate, but it was also a blessing from Allah ’- these are some of the discourses that 
promote inequality today. Taliban, US imperialism, and our local elite need to be 
challenged at the level of discourse and new structures have to be created that work for 
the majority of the people. This is the task of artists and writers today as it was yesteryear 
— to dignify the majority of our people, battle against interest that oppress and degrade 
them and with them build structures and systems that work for the them, only then will 
beauty and love truly be manifest in this land. We need again to recast beauty and love 
and with Faiz renounce our old love. 
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Waltz 


with 


“That night, for the first time in 
more than twenty years, 

| experienced a terrible 
flashback from the Lebanon War. 
Not just from Lebanon, but from 
western Beirut. Not just from 
western Beirut, but from the night 
of the massacre in the refugee 
camps of Sabra and Shatilla.” 
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The speaker, Israeli filmmaker Ari Folman, 
stands on the shore of Tel Aviv, a shore 
which uncannily resembles the coastline of 
the Lebanese capital, Beirut. It is that 
foreign coast which he sees before his 
eyes, illuminated by the surrealistic yellow 
light of the flares which, in his mind, has 
come to represent the 1982 massacre of 
Palestinian refugees at Sabra and Shatilla, 
two refugee camps on the outskirts of the 
city. Ari was an infantry soldier then, 
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stationed in Beirut, but he does not remember the war. The film, Waltz with Bashir 
(Folman, 2008), is an animated depiction of his personal journey in search of his lost 
memories. Through the testimonies of his former comrades, vividly depicted using state of 
the art animation, Ari gradually regains his memory and with it, the understanding of his 
own experience at Sabra and Shatilla. 

Did Folman make this film with the intention of sharing his own, personal 
biography? Or, perhaps, does he imply that Israeli society has collectively erased the 
event from its collective memory? In this psychobabble dominated era, in which concepts 
such as repression, denial and trauma are of widespread use, this notion can be very 
alluring. But a concept such as “collective repression” is a tricky and misleading one. It 
implies an active process, one which is, in accordance with popular psychological 
notions, a defense mechanism against memories of unbearable pasts. But nations can 
also forget in a far less romantic way: the can simply move on. They let the dust settle 
and allow the event to silently slide away into the history books where it remains, mostly 
unmentioned, for generations. When we collectively remember, we commemorate, we 
discuss, we argue, we think about the past event. Whether spoken or unspoken, the past 
event remains an open sore. But when we collectively forget, we simply fail to find a past 
event relevant to present society. This may very well be the case in the matter of Sabra 
and Shatilla in the Israeli collective memory. 

Sabra and Shatilla were viciously attacked by Christian Lebanese militants after 
the assassination of their widely popular leader, Bashir Gemayel. The event took place 
during the first Israeli-Lebanese war, at a time in which Beirut was occupied by Israeli 
forces. Although the massacre took place within plain eyesight of Israeli soldiers, who 
imposed a siege on the camps, the atrocities were allowed to be committed for two long 
days, days in which scores of Palestinians - men, women and children — were brutally 
massacred. News of the massacre reached the Israeli public and elicited an almost 
unprecedented outcry, including massive anti-war demonstrations, impeachments, harsh 
censure and extensive literary and poetic reference to the event. 

But time has passed, and generations have changed. Other wars have come and 
gone, and many losses have been sustained on both sides of the fence. For many 
members of the younger generation, this massacre has become a vague historic event, 
and many others have no knowledge about it. And why would they? Israel does not 
usually commemorate individual wars — it commemorates the fallen soldiers as a 
collective, and does not dedicate monuments to specific wars. It certainly did not have an 
interest in commemorating this war. It does not require its schoolchildren to study it. Its 
mass media makes sparse references to it or to the massacre, if any at all. Waltz with 
Bashir is one of the rare instances of explicit confrontation of Sabra and Shatilla in the 
Israeli cinema. 

In his harsh review of the movie, Israeli publicist Gideon Levy calls it an “act of 
fraud and deceit, intended to allow us to pat ourselves on the back, to tell us and the 
world how lovely we are.” Levy berates the filmmaker for his self-preoccupation, for 
focusing on his personal trauma and not on the casualties themselves. “How pleasant to 
see the cruelty of the other”, he continues. “Look at them and look at us: We never do 
things like that.” While eloquent and sharp, Levy fails to understand the wider significance 
of this movie. True, Folman is irritatingly self-involved, nearly a caricature of the new, in- 
touch-with-his-feelings metro-sexual man. But he does the Israeli viewers a great service 
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by reminding them of the event, not simply by acknowledging it but by bringing about an 
assault of horrid depictions of the massacre and its outcome: Palestinian men, crosses 
carved upon their chests, being led to their deaths; grieving women, roaming the streets 
in search of their loved ones among piles of corpses; a little girl, buried in a pile of rubble; 
these images, despite being animated, manage to wrench one’s gut and elicit a rare 
instance of sympathy towards the Other, the one we so often experience as our enemy. 

Collectively remembering Sabra and Shatilla does not amount to simply knowing 
about the massacre. In the information age, many convenient sources can teach us 
history (consensual and disputed histories alike). To collectively remember Sabra and 
Shatilla is to think and, perhaps more importantly, to feel about it. Whether it is a shame, 
anger, pride or any other emotion, it is this feeling in regards to a historic event which 
keeps its memory alive across generations. The emotional value of Waltz with Bashir is 
therefore its merit. 

What significance Sabra and Shatilla bear for present day Israel is a matter for us 
Israelis to tend to among ourselves. But without the subject being alive in our collective 
memory, there can be no true and fruitful discussion of it, through which we would 
consider our moral obligation towards the neighboring nations. It is within the power of 
the arts — particularly the popular and widely accessible ones - to arouse our sentiments 
and to revive historic events which have direct relevance to contemporary life. 


Levi, G. “’Antiwar’ Film Waltz with Bashir is Nothing but a Charade.” Haaretz March 29, 
2009. 
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Ancient History 


Mathieu parked the car in the lot opposite the warehouse. Azaleas and the green helmets 
of trees surrounding the lot’s entrance swayed with the summer breeze over the bonnet. 
Muna talked and laughed, discussing modern artists as they walked across the street. 


“Last year, | had this thing on Lichtenstein,” she cooed “but he doesn’t really turn me on. 
For my final dissertation though, my professor, who knew Andy Warhol by the way, wet 
her pants.” She paused for his anticipated inquiry but received none and so continued, 
“It was on Alan Fletcher and it blew her mind. | won’t get into it because it might get too 
technical. Have you ever heard of Barbara Kruger?” 


“Yes.” 

“Isn’t she insane?” she screamed. 

“Totally.” 

“Stop teasing me!” 

“Call me a puritan hon but I really can’t get 
into artists that never touched their canvases,” 
he explained, frowning. 

“So who do you like Mr. Stuffy?” 

“IT don’t know. Otto Dix, I guess.” 

“Nice.” 

“Malevich.” 

“Yawn.” 

“Fuck off,” he said, smiling playfully. 

“Who’s your absolute favourite?” she asked 

in a gentler tone as they stepped onto the curb 
and started walking up the strip. 

“That would have to be Klimt.” 


His father and uncle owned a cluster of shops, offices and two small warehouses on the 
street. They sold rubber stamps, a variety of signs, locks, keys, safes and the most recent 
addition which he and his father alone had started; reproductions of public domain works 
of art printed by a state of the art plotter purchased from China through an agent his 
father knew in Switzerland. Mathieu had worked for over four years with his old man 
during which he suffered three manic depressive episodes during the boundless cafard 
that engulfed his being the entire time. He gained knowledge on how to print the 
reproductions on canvas, gloss and matte paper. He learnt the software that supported 
the plotter without interest or zeal. They then purchased the tools necessary to cut frame 
wood and piece it together accordingly. He almost sliced the first joint of his little finger 
off on the machine that cut the wood after a week. Then they started and interactive 
website complete with a shopping cart and credit card payment system. The whole thing 
took off and went well for a while. His father lied to him continually for a long time after 
he left, telling him it was still doing well. Other members of the staff granted him a more 
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honest report. When he left, he told his father he would never work there again. In turn, 
his father began what was meant to be a subtle negotiation but quickly turned into a 
diatribe thereafter. He remembered how fast the old man had become flustered. There 
was the familiar first blurt of loud words from the latter met with silence in one of the 
offices. Mathieu could still picture him, the man he loved and once worshipped; his small 
eyes widening as much as they could, his loose jowls twitching for a fraction of a second 
from the abrupt and panicked pocket of air that escaped him. His little prince was leaving 
him. 

On the way to the tenement’s entrance to the warehouse stairwell, they passed the 
Holiday Inn where an old man with a lecherous grin and a Ukrainian call girl almost twice 
the former's height entered a taxi which in turn glided fluidly into the middle of the road, 
through the intersection and beyond. Mathieu was occasionally contacted by pimps in 
Nicosia to teach girls like that the basics of English over a period of no more than a 
month. The pimps never seemed to be willing to spend too much. 

After having left, Mathieu drifted aimlessly until a friend informed him of a small cubicle 
on the roof of a house that had become available to rent for an exceptionally low cost. 
The following week, Mathieu left his aunt’s house and moved in. There was a public 
swimming pool a short walk from the apartment. After another week, he began working at 
a company that held the UK dealership for a celebrated figure who peddled life motivation 
seminars. The job required calling strangers and lying to them all day. The work was 
appealing to him. He would walk into people’s heads long distance and make them give 
him their credit card numbers. Many obliged because they felt they needed someone to 
tell them they could terminate an abusive relationship or quit smoking or get a better job 
and so they paid extortionate sums from which Mathieu was granted fifteen per cent. The 
veteran salespeople watched with controlled disbelief as he siphoned four-figure sums 
into his fixed pay every month for three months running. Then he quit. 

For while Mathieu had been convincing entrepreneurs to reschedule their company 
holidays so that they and their affiliates could spend three days in a stadium watching a 
well built American ape strut on stage in tennis shorts, an intensive teacher training 
course in the newspapers had caught his attention. By the sixth month in his new 
domicile, Mathieu was a qualified and working private English teacher. He signed up and 
began swimming twice a week at the pool. For the following year, he spoke to no one in 
his family. Then he met Muna and Muna wanted to see his father’s warehouse. 

It was a bad idea, he felt - taking her there. How could she, this woman, this girl know 
what he had experienced? Even if he sat her down in the aftermath and spent two solid 
hours confessing everything, what could she possibly appreciate? This woman, this girl 
who was the third graphic designer he’d taken out in the same year who spoke and acted 
in par to a cued dictum that the previous two had with eerie correspondence. 

Hand in hand, they climbed the three flights to the shuddering door that shook with the 
slightest breeze. He produced his keys and inserted the one he hadn't used in over five 
years. The smell hadn't changed in the least. 

It was hard to discern the ingredients that formed the blend. The strongest was the sweet 
chemical rot of adhesive. Then there was the vacant perfume of brittle wood that had 
been recently cut, tickling the back of his throat. Mineral hints of metal shavings by the 
engraver, the lime-fresh kick of toilet cleaner and elusive tang of linoleum. 

He switched on the lights in the hallway and then in the first room to their right. He 
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watched the leaves of the lot’s trees quiver through the familiar filter of white light and 
window panes rusted shut. In the enveloping flux of night they dipped into sudden bouts 
of windswept dance as Mathieu watched transfixed. He remembered dreary hours of 
overtime. He thought to himself bitterly, ‘What kind of father allows his son to fall deeper 
into futility and depression from the age of seventeen until twenty-one before the latter 
picks up and leaves of his own accord?’ The thought that provided the answer didn’t take 
too long to manifest, ‘The kind that is too involved in his dreams of retirement. Fatherly 
fucking love.’ 


“So why did you leave,” she asked. 

“You have a whole business set up here. Why are you 
driving around giving English lessons?” 

“IT don’t want to talk about it,” he replied tersely. 
“You barely get the money for the rent baby! 

Why do you cut yourself off and take the hard way? 

I mean, did you fight or something?” 


He fought the urge to bark a curse at her, she who'd lived in alternation between parents 
sensible enough to separate before the gravity of their inert potential and roiling 
bitterness was revealed to them, she who'd been sent from one US Ivy League Summer 
Camp to another from eighteen to twenty-three. She who'd just returned to Cyprus after 
all her professed hardships, experimenting and traveling in the States. She, fresh out of 
academia and back to get a job in graphic design on an island where the industry was 
practically newborn and at the end of the day she didn’t really need since daddy could 
set up a trust fund at the drop of a hat if she gave him enough lip about it. What could he 
tell her? What the hell did she know about pain? He could tell her everything and she’d 
ask if it was hard because he was working with his father or something equally as 
redundant. 


“Listen, you wanted to come for a tour of where 

I used to work, I refused, you insisted and here we are. 
So ask me what you want to know about, 

I’1l answer and then we can go.” 

“Why are you being so defensive?” 

“Jesus, I could go for drink right about now.” 

She stared and he tried to placate her, spinning 

her slowly and resting his chest against her spine, 
running his arms along the lengths of hers. 

He showed her his former desk, computer and the plotter. 
“You see that other desk?” he asked. She turned 

her head towards it without answering, her hair 

rubbing against his chin. “The guy who works 

there would always talk to himself when 

someone else was in the room which meant 

that I generally had to listen to him all day.” 

“Did he ever stop?” she asked and Mathieu could hear 
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by the way that her voice became slightly more nasal 

that she was smiling again. 

“No not ever. Not in four years did it ever stop 

and it was the same shit time after time. 

He would talk about what he would be doing at that moment, 
what was preventing him from doing it properly 

and what he was going to do about it.” 

“How do you know it happened only when there was 

someone in the room?” she asked, slithering into a slow 
swivel to face him with an amused smirk. 

‘“T started to notice that when he didn’t hear me coming in, 
he’d be silent until he heard me sit at my desk. 

So, I decided to sneak in one day and see how long 

he’d be silent while I stood in the hallway.” 

“Oh come on...” 

“He didn’t breathe a word! Not even a deep sigh. 

After half an hour of waiting, I walked in and off 

he went.” 


She laughed and the world seemed hopeful again. He held her close as she laughed as if 
she were a beacon of warmth in a frozen womb. He talked on, trying to remember 
clandestine fragments of humorous encounters from the time he’d spent there, 
exaggerating most for good measure and to keep her laughing and the more he recited, 
the more he recalled the remaining memories he didn’t mention and her laughter was the 
only thing that stopped him from breaking down in the centre of the room. She talked 
about things in the room or the stories he’d told and how they reminded her of something 
or someone in America, of a friend of hers who told her about a similar event or persona. 
She was trying to embody him, identify with that world he’d been part of and he enjoyed 
the effort simply because the picture was fake and a fairy tale in comparison to what had 
happened and its consequences. Turning off the lights, he watched her speed off down 
the stairs as eager to get to the bar as she had been to see the office. Stepping back on 
to the stairwell, he looked once more into the muted contours shimmering in the darkness 
inside the hallway and shut the door, locking it. 


“Don’t you realise I built all of this for you?” 
“T never asked you to.” 

“This is how you repay me? After thirty 

fucking years of this shit?” 

“You started this business because you wanted us 
all to have a good life. Now you’re divorced, 

no two people in the world hate each other more 
than you and mum and your daughter is a habitual 
liar who hates both of you.” 

“What about you? You’re my son.” 

“I’m your pension plan.” 
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Outside, she was already across the street, leaning against the car. He removed the key 
from his set and threw it in the warehouse’s dumpster. The night was thick with pulsing 
water. He stood on the edge of the pavement watching her as she waited without seeing 
him and marveled at her taut thighs. He thought about his existence up to that point and 
how ludicrous it had been. He thought about Cyprus, the country he woke and slept in, 
the country he stepped on and stood on sidewalks in watching Muna’s thighs. He thought 
about days he had yet to see on which he would leave her and her thighs and his 
apartment and his country and his friends. He thought about how he had the rent that 
month, how his students’ mothers liked him, about how his book sales were going well in 
Nicosia and about how he was going to get laid that night. He thought about how his 
father was going to get up the following morning to go to work. Smiling, he crossed the 
street. 
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his nausea creeping up at me in the morning... 


he fear of this feeling lasting past the night... 


when the sun 


SH Marios Menelaou and Yasushi Tanaka-Gutiez 


Conversation: on Nationalism 


FIRST STATEMENT BY MARIO MENELAOU 


I love my Country and the truth is, not enough. 

There are those among us who consider the love of a patriot for his/her 
country to be the root of all evil. There are, of course, also those who 
consider it to be their ultimate duty. Manifestly, this is a controversial 
topic that is responsible for endless and overwhelming debates among scholars 
and thinkers. Unfortunately, due to our preconceptions on the matter we 
concentrate too much on the idea of ‘the country’ as ‘the nation’ and almost 
always completely disregard the element of ‘love’. This is a gross omission; 
for man is a sentimental creature first and foremost, whose greatest triumphs 
and most devastating monstrosities were initiated by a form of love. We must 
first learn how to love, then, our families and friends, the people close to 
us. Only then we can understand or define nationalism. For nationalism, in 
its pure form, is nothing more than the combination of communalism and 
history. ine ches wordsaor S-WHaprEels = PacslotlsMmelsmprOucg On sa COUuntEEy S| 
virtues and eager to correct its deficiencies; it also acknowledges the 
legitimate patriotism of other countries, with their own specific virtues. 
Yes, no doubt, nationalism can be misdirected. Throughout our history many 
leaders have battered the drums of war, endless hordes of men have marched 
into wars fighting and dying for the ‘glory’ of their country. But who is 
responsible? Is it merely the national? Is it simply patriotism? If the 
answer is yes, then who is responsible for the civil wars, dictatorships and 
class conflicts, all of which happen within a nation? We are responsible for 
how we define the national. Nations are living organisms which constantly 
evolve according to their people and culture. The spirit of today’s Germany 
has nothing in common with the spirit of Nazi Germany, but it is still the 
same nation. Is their any possibility that Nazi ideology could flourish in 
today’s Germany? Despite being the same nation, the spirit of the people is 
completely different. It is this ever changing spirit, then, which defines the 
nation, and not vice versa. It is time to accept our responsibilities. It is 
time to start caring about our communities and acting for and with them. We 
much disassociate ourselves with the absolute Individualism that has come to 
cripple most Western societies. If we love our family and friends, our 
community and country, then we are one step closer to loving the ‘other’. Our 
family, friends and community, our country, are but a ‘testing ground’, to 
learn how to love. We can learn to appreciate and respect self-determination, 
for self-determination is, or at least should be, the most crucial aspect of 
a nation, both in its national and international capacity. All nations should 
be able to exist and coexist with their neighbours with dignity and respect; 
embracing each others customs and traditions. A great example, in my opinion, 
is the European Union, a progressive contemporary model that merges different 
European cultures and financial institutions without hindering their rights 
for self-determination. Thus, nationalism and globalisation are not mutually 
exclusive, but can co-exist and excel if defined correctly. Nationalism can be 
misdirected, it can be the source of racism and hatred, but it can also be 
the source of communalism - the mechanism we need to overcome the absolute 
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Individualism crippling our modern societies. The EU model proves that 
properly directed nationalism can be the foundation for genuine respect 
towards the other’s self-determination. Nationalism is an ideal similar to 
religion: it’s not what it is that counts, it’s how you apply it. 


RESPONSE BY YASUSHI TANAKA-GUTIEZ 


Dear President Menelaou, 

I write to you to plead for the release of Peter Eramian. As you will know, 
Peter was recently convicted of a crime against the state. Indeed, he was the 
man behind the attacks that killed innocent civilians on the night of July 
20th. But who has ever questioned why it may be the case that one commits 
such an act? You may say it was an act of barbarism, a brutality against the 
Cypriot nationhood, but do you forget that Peter is a man just like any? 
Eramian, an oppressed Cypriot, was a victim of betrayal. It was this, we must 
understand, that led to the act of violence. And now shall we betray him 
again? May there be a nation where betrayal of brotherhood is condoned? What 
nation is there where there is betrayal of the brother? You will most 
definitely ask - what is the most profound of treacheries: betrayal of the 
nation or that of the brotherhood that originally makes it? Shall you condemn 
your mother to execution in the name of the nation? In the name of the holy 
war? In the face of the nation one man, one brother, it seems, is unworthy of 
compassionate embrace. Protection is only for those who agree to live within 
the expectations of fear, that ultimate contract with death, an oath of life 
to nation. Where you shall let Peter Eramian fall, the cynics shall confirm 
their beliefs on what it is that this nation is founded upon, here there 
shall be no unity. Where he shall live, perhaps there is hope, the nation 
shall be unprotected and thus the nostalgia undone and replaced by a 
compassionate sentimentality - and only here may the nation dwell. 


Sincerely, we who choose to love Eramian 


Epilogue: Painful feel, returned home, dear. Moved image of soldier, kiss 
floor, GBA, dollar blissing, green giant Williams, Abe you cartoon. 
Vietlass run naked, home, blood n’ all-perve, wonder how many 

fantasy over Peggy G, or J, lonesome copulate, guillotine glut, phal 
bleedin’ wontcha‘elp err, and err pen. Is joy, horror, you see, fought 
same line off thought, one: uterous, other: multi-phlex bone? I say so. 
You tell about kid wear wet T; feigned pederastic spring break - A of 
GBA, titillate of G, Peggy und He himself? B, for bollocks. We battle 
hoarsely, our arse say, nom ore. You continue, be thief in god of 
damnation. Polyethylene, ever send ironic laurel of triumph whirl 

wind gold, other idol clash to floor. Be, oh, lymph, delight of body 
exert, re-fuse Eoin, sing song doe deer, please, but you must 

darling, oh do, please do; vox angelica de arius castrati, cry to 
meliflorals of eager await, the first was lie enough, Bavarian bosom, 
voluptuous vulture. Uterus, dig, no more that mother black white, 

soil, force feed wife, nourish your/her feet, must sure, dirt is in 
blood. 
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